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A virgin's face she had; her dress Was like a sprightly Spartaness. A silver bow with green silk strung. Down from her comely shoulders hung: And as she stood, the wanton air Dangled the ringlets of her hair. Her legs were such Diana shows, When tucked up she a-hunting goes; With buskins shortened to descry The happy dawning of her thigh; Which when I saw, I made access To kiss that tempting nakedness: But she forbad me with a wand Of myrtle she had in her hand: And chiding me, said, "Hence, remove, Herrick, thou art too coarse to love".
THE VISION OF ELECTRA
I DREAMED we both were in a bed
Of roses, almost smothered:
The warmth and sweetness had me there
Made lovingly familiar;
But that I heard thy sweet breath say,
Faults done by night will blush by day:
I kissed thee (panting), and I call
Night to the record! that was all.
But ah! if empty dreams so please,
Love, give me more such nights as these.84                       ROBERT    HERRICK             1591-1674
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